? LODEOR
-y B S :
BALtor: A, R Ammong
- ":. o 4 b= e
1. 2¢ a8 sheet
- N L T e R TR T T T e TR Y T T e W T DTy Ty e ok [ i oy mmmwnrq-m_mt-ﬂm Rt L AT ol 2] — .y AT Tr———y e T A TR 34T Ee
FLOoUurescancs Tip

& At dark you sayy
optic anonvmity:
urite duca:s, cuvbed on hlack.,

Initis burning violet.

spectrum prisms blue reverze:
Nothing stands a monument.,

FOor edging passage to descent,
GCather spleem and testifvs
dere’'s epithets for epitaphs.
Are your answered yet?

(L0=~14-~T74)

Trace

jaln swamps walkwaws

And earthworms row

Aflcat in luzs,

Like twigting spirochetes
Trding into Charon'sg
Aaka, a burning shads,
They swim obscene.

Through rainbow lens

Apollo blots

Tensoriousiv.

Quick mopping up ensuves:

Laundered sterility

sends withered pretzel

Jatroglyphics, |
(10-16~74)

sSomething's got to give
10 tlies that bind

Their yielding tithes.

dind's treasury:

nncapsulated
sounds hold gilver:;
Word notes melting

Hint trve to meants

such spacious increments
OQutfunding time’g" |
Gratultous '
GCratuities,

(1-83~T75)
Unnameabla

Asgaertion P
recalcitrant,

allows mind manifold

OIrders
Nevarthelaess stills
Pariphary
Of avents
Traasurable.

(Li=11-74)
Medusa

Subtle down

- T0 where the worm

- Of intellect

ECconomy
support goes not by parity;
The price off course is never right.

>

reas dip and raise themselves in deh#
Fo the black wind, profit taking.

Wnat capital offenge
7o merchandise the sslf,
GCreening into vellow

Yield of desszication.

Banked leaf on leaf, the board ragserves
its dividends of unreturn.

1at take stock of grace: what ratio,

Tarnse out.
' (12-19~74)

There, preserves the price of yearning?

(12=-11-74)

Poems by D. R. Fogen
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L hope to turn again to Bushwacher Falls,
the lichen on trees like pencils -

back with rain from righteous erect . .
echoes black of water below on clay;s

to pull up from the lacy hem
and ask why squirrels crawl into teleph@nm

fuse boxes, their eves callow and open;

wmll uproot rain,

and, carry it holy to stream

ﬁown over the tired altar,

a ]01nt across two d*stmnct banks

.ﬁdtmﬁv1ng creek:;

; O chant the text of quE@t L0Nns
hovering light,
methodical ordexs

unforeseen in slow sloping drizzle.
Doug Abrams

XD e G cum 0 UITD T50 5D LDTD (5P SIS0 G R D e

Persecution

days speake

saching years
of wisdom:

declaration's leaves,

nard as down,

cast about their thlnly iced
1vy, their bones sing

in a wvision,

Light with a light .
seen; requike the tenuous

‘bones drawn

as mosalic, horizontal, cleft
in 1rrrgular ruts

Doug Abrams

U5 4 A0 O D el OS5 (I I oD ) 0D Ol 0D Ao TS

Finding yourself
Dirty and mlaguﬁtinq
fime and time
Again.

Horace Crump

Imitatimn

Sometimes £olks make e

one of Lhe best guards in BHB
L con't play that game

X hlt golf balls

during tryouts ih Jra Hi
I was the only one cut after the
£irst half

of practice, DO I’m a star

wiiile walking ,

some folks greet:ma

Hi "Skip"® -

I speak, smile, and Wﬂﬁ?; can‘®
hurt his image '

a kid asked for an autograph
couldn't hurt hlﬂ Ee@ijngﬁnmm

800 s o ;
Best wishes “ngp T wwaﬁe
@ smiled -
A Dean asked me "h@W'Wlll the
season be”

"Oh fine . o . gnaﬂbv@

but he asked for more

I couldn’t embarrass him.

An African said Clef and Skep

sound alike
sure thay do
even a black lady
wanted to know was I "Skip®
"No I'm not”
I'm not “Skip®™
I'm Clef I mean Cliff

ﬁl&ff@rdr@b1r5ﬁu

Patterns

You'‘re- -ne longer

The highlight of the evening,

Insecurity is waiting

Bﬁﬁkbimgm

To give vou a withered bouguet .

And tell you of the great
performance.

You're no longer
Speeding faster than vou though i:;
Reason steps in

To congratilate vou--

"When is the next rage?"

Lying and running

From the truthe-
¥ou move on,
Anothery show,
Another race,
shaking off ;

"-

Bilttanawaat tealitvew



THE NICKELODEON

Piece

A passing eye-blinker
says "I hope it snows up to my ags"”
as a policeman inspacts a

oroken window: at 11:50 the First-flooyr

snops 0of the dorms

exchange visitors, shallow tracks
ars made less visible
5 the clock in its tower

continues. Baseball plavers make

B

o )

heir weapons, Judy’s friend
ays "Hello John® and

a~-mash! a post~office window
ailS An: & policeman

owns as I walk to my room

1th silivers in my head:

y 0 0

sh

i,
y ok
¥

L
[ -]

g

L]

]
L
n.;T

From a Space~Station of the Martian
Patrol

studying in the library, I was

sitting about twenty feet from a model
of the earth

when the room darkened, there was
blackness! except for the moon

on one hand and the sun

on’ the other, |
and I was hovering above a

cloudy planet, drifting . . .
And, after tumbling

over endless dreams, T found

the globe getting closer, twirling
toward me, I breathed again,

saw the sun, an

crainge curve, screamed and
flashed: I wcke up on a beach
under palm trees when

a small, daxk girl scooped me

up with her T

bucket and took me to her castle.

BEditor: A. R. Ammons

5¢ a Sheet WEU

LUNaCYy

the moon

was diffused by a sheet, a cloud
perhaps, but I do not

remembex; the fingere

of cannabisg sativa slid into my
nostrils and ears,

and I felt a breast,

my own, for yvou were not

with me, dear girl, and my

dog did a

simple, long

vodel :

cellos, I heard cellos

over-amplified

(and my sister snoring):

in stinging perspiration I

surfaced, toock vour hand and

tore a poster! Last night I ”
saw your younger sister, thecmawhose
lips are like yours,

and wondered

why am I loving no one

Poems by John ¥ork
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Balancing on Stones

Regsolution

Peraaps the light bending
in the wheat
or The pale undersides of

sunner leaves to hold the sky, with the
fiiled up the old silences brown dry leaves, still,

batween us.

We Tound our way easy, without speech., And watch

across small streams, tne day end in this faded
wilking in field daisies,

ﬁamiﬂg birds,

I am going to begin now
with the way light fails

far cornexr of my life,
when time gnaws at the bark
Then we came to the place
nOe human talle of carved branches, There
mekes scund without pushing ig so little to dos
beyond the limits
te where pain lies, dark
as the ereek banks,
pusining from a darker source,
washing upon us,
adrifi; frightened, quick,
balancing on stones,

I cannot dress the palk
again, stir up the heat

of the xich decay of leaves
and return each to a thin

connection with the trees.
| I will not argue with the

£ Child Cxies at Night
energy of creek currents.

OlLd fire settles in the grate, Nox make conversation with

The darzrk smells earthen and cold,

Your fittle eries are undey CoOvVers; the @Iigsmef@ggingg oF

your nighimare flares into the night. bxamble and bush.

On §1li.go Bay a buoy slides The sky hangs over me
over the world, belling the beast with a blank indifference
wiio wihines and blows; you hold your breath

te listen, locked inte the roecking, for the coming dark.

My bones are stiff, and
Pest window and faxm, riggings,

&iigd ¢ loudful hﬁurﬁ night rides VOui , By words ache to be delivere:d .
ouUer and gver. If T could make my song heard

in the windless hollows,
I would praise man

and my arms would fleat Trom me
and touch the sky in a calm vietorv.

Poems by Emily Wilson




YR MTIHEET &y o

-i_.. I-rT'ii-"“-' ‘.,l'.-ﬁ‘l

Rditore A, R; Anmons

NO. 5 February &4, 39?: 3 cants » piece WEY
No Hogpitality
The bones in the face the body inch foxr inch adequate to
show death the condition mind can do nothing with,
Y _
the eyes darken I walk home for lunch by workmen wolifiug
and go out, / i thairs down, hunched over in car after car,

Blizabeﬁh ﬁhilliPﬁ while a receptionist, elsewhere, knocks ORO® |,
- | i; &@@@E%@mﬁ head to the Yloox, dead, s pause

Iﬂff&ﬁﬁiﬁn in the halil, a man in the &djﬂﬂﬁlﬁg
S R | office, E@E&?ﬁﬁﬁﬁ in anoiher states
uuap out beqan all knowing .

i”“ ﬁfﬂ“diﬁg'hﬂf’ advances who then thinks teo reach €9 haul ap the slack?
nevitabie returns and what tissue taut with relation bears
Hf’m&taphyaiwgbaiiygaﬁﬁep . ?
! ~ welght or leoking oty and £ he knocks twice,
”Hﬂls@ ﬁﬂﬁ gﬂﬁﬁﬁl% i8 sure then on a JSooy o what room whn fﬁrﬂ LT T
Bert tn ﬁmr SOy trial, but . -
Jtﬂgma wut the way to go the dinensions af'¥ ﬂﬁbﬁﬂy heaxrs h&f@j
AT qivrny inﬁﬁllert Lt b&@@ﬁﬁa of course, the noise is overwhelming,
After ail pr@hibiﬁinn | _:gvﬂmyun@ puileg over to & full stop,
ﬁp@nﬁ pﬂﬁ@ibiiiiyg bﬂﬂﬂﬁﬂg-bﬁﬁ el gar to baffling heart
Lote of do and die ave cast
B3 elemen%ai pruning ﬂ@wwn Michael Roman

Paring through releases limits

S¢ poise iy made wneasys, Sleet on the Sundeak
Peril is the whole g hebang
?*ddleﬂfadﬁilng orechestration, light gathers around the 2dges
| e the ok stands old
Coundable exiensions gape - #ighting the sun by the soreh flanges
Viera branches reach like CRBEV mountain thrugsh chase arit cereal
‘E'm‘t by noete the wnind conducts bloagited s if drowned
18 slope down edgy balance heamﬁj~%h@ re=teing vensered the grais
S T 5 S T ’
o pust admit at bottom that E@&kd twiteh, throttie the seed:
© %11% toward apprebending t= tree shades them, 1impri dg
(vt wind to gquiclk undoings: ¢ 11 %o the wind
1l alone ka@p@ gcores of wisdom.
. UDoug Abramg

D, B. Foggo

L went o the clty and entered the tabernacle;
By supplications twillesd hhe walle s

Words assumed shape, but thovah I

girded them and measured them, they

would not viﬁlﬁ into easy ceombinations

esgencea nid in the high manifolde and would
not relinguish theis dic aparityy So I

withed the invieolate forms, leaving

diverse strands o sumson

from the evanescent shadew, clear natunres

Doag Abrams
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images from the Evening News

To re-establish the species,
We demonstrate this structural prineiples

Beneath your wool, enlaced and costiy breast-line,
Feel, like the prineess's pea, vour ribs

Banding over the faint beat.

Likewise, in this coffee-colored mother,

The sternum floats on the spit of ribs

Above the heart, which we cannot show you 4

That is the point of resemblance.
Now the dugs, like a broken pronise.
Above the open and flv-blown nouth,
And tie lap, concave and stalky,
That salances the bony ¢child,

Can t 2axy no likeness,
Dillon Joehnston

danging Loose Summertime
I ¢caxiy no promises,
No bargains,

Hfﬁ" ﬂf@ &IEHS &

Oniy me.

We had to chop up

This winter.

Children sho gonna miss'm

HEditoy:s
WiEU

A, R, Annons

the only way to write

is to write right away

when it feels right to write
right? write,

Bill Hinman

If a tree frog hogged a free log
wihich a he-dog thought a pee-log,
would the tree frog leave the log free
S0 the dog could take bis tree pee?

Bill Hinkan

The three plum trees out back

When Spring comes around. ..

You may rave,
Curse, and screamn,

BUut chha knowe-
When ¢that celd wingd

B3t Starts to bitin' yva rump,
I caryry no pronisege- You have a way
Only me. Of forgitting

Those pretty blossoms
And plums
Of Sumner.

Horace Crump

Horace Crump

Marks

5S¢ i ingled in willows I bend

fo ¢« rectral rue! the sceptered rain?

Che:jed insistence of tyrannied exclamnations?
Slcp »8 marked down to pointed descent!?

Deferred

Unce upon recessionary heights
Splendid yvellow sigh at mind-set
Evened lavers over mnes

Where dappled cxowds depopulated

Last dim trailings of surmise apd

Preroxred 1s winter sweet-gum bBough
Suipcncing dots . . the dangled waits,

Whe! *nesses pointing . . round periodicities,
Hoics spading out gnowsfull . ., ., extent.

D, R, Fosso

Black=haired gorgons refracted
“rystal splintere into dark

Officiating by appointasnt to
Regally vaporous
Vacuun-packed is
Market dividends

vagtidityse
PONANCE =~
deferved,

R, FO88D
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PUT ANOTHER NICERL IN
A Revioew

A new publication, dittoed and selling for 5 cents a piece, has
appeared under the editorship of one A. B. Ammons and i the change in
the cup is any indication of its success, "The Nickelodeon® i on its
way to liiterary historv. That, however, is clearly not the intent.
Looking over the first seven numbers (and they continue to0 appear like
topsy) ; one senses a generosity at work among the poets, their readers,
and their editor. Believe it or not, these are students and teachers,
yoked together like friends. Those that Ammons hath joined together,
let no man put asunder] ﬂ

"The Nickelodeon® got itg start on the brittle, elusive tappings
Of D. R. Fos80, a dictionary's delight. What the poet calls rarrange-=
ments Oof words® reguiire the reader +o play the game with him, to follow
the twists and turns of epithets and epitaphs, gratuitous gratuities,
pretzel petroglyphics. Meaning is "Subtle down/To where the worm/Of
intellect/Turns out. " increasingly, Fosso's poems are Cphening up,
including an oceasional lyric flight--mingled in willows and winter
sweet--gum bough.

Joug Abrams, who can write a good line with the bes® of ‘em when
he chooges to, is not afraid to take on the world as & penetrating,
striding "I." In a shimmer of language his voice is essentially
romantic: "I hope to turn again to Bushwachexr Fallg,/the lichen on trees
like pencils.” "I will uproot rain,” he promises, " and carry it holy
€O stream.” And Abrams has already learned one lesson from his teacher,
Ammons: hisg supplications will "not vield into easy combinatioun,®
Abrams, like Fosso, moves toward greater clarity and revelatory wvision.

The honesty and harshness of Horace Crump is magnificent. Here is
a poet completely without pretense, who tells it straight:" ®When that
cold wind/Starts to bitin? ya rump,/¥ou have a way/0f forgitting/Those
pretty blossoms/And plums/0Ff Summer.® The irony of the poem is quick as
truth. In many of Crump's poems he returns o the self, where insecurity
and disgust and all the frailties of the human being are reduced to the
absolute: "I carry no promises--/Only me."”

Another poet with his head out of the clouds ia Cilifford Robinscn,
whose Tunhy poem "Imitation” tells about ceing mistaken for a basketball
scar. Robinson's reaction is cool! He takes on the world as if he were
the star! Nobody ruffles him--Ffollks on the campus, deans, "even a black
lady” and gives them back what they asked for. Until, finally, he mush
get a little confused himself: "I'm not 'Skip'/I'm Clef I mean Cliff."

Lhe poems of John ¥York are fantasy trips, wild and zany, with
sudden asides, "Last night I . . . wondered why am I loving no one.®
He uses for his materials what's at hand--~the post office, passing
friends, the perceptions of life in community, and turng them into night-
mares and dreams iin which he longs to be rescued by a small, dark girl
who takes him, not o the familiaw campus, but "to her castlie.”

. Three Wﬁka rorest faaul?y Gemoers contribute to the Fifin
N;@kelademn 2 Elizabeth Phillips has a gquick, severe look at death
which keeps coming back like the image of

. el & the face which the victim and
the poet want to say "no® 0 death. Michael Roman documants the

necesasity for reacting to truth, to the WOrst truth, deaths




@veryone pulls over to a full stop,
bending baffled ear to baffling heart.

Roman knows that though the body may be adequate to the condition, may
go through the necessary, perfunctory motiomns of life, the mind goes
slack, cannot verbalize its response. At best then, we must stop,
acknowledge the unthinkable with "baffled ear.” Roman returns in the
mosSt recent issue with another poem, "Slow Motion Explosion." With the
same eagy mastexy of a two-line stanza, he discovers "a transparent
sanity” in tha meticulous order of space until it explodes into Ysmooth
disintegration." The reader may take it for a metaphor of the poet's
own Method; at least Roman seems to have the energy to make art out of
"a terxrible comfort."

in a poem which I sense bult do not cempietely understand, "Images
from the Evening News," Dillon Johnston perhaps recalls having seen on
TV the skeletal bodies of a mother and child, one of those now familiar
scenes Lfrom Asia. What is recognizable, familiar, and like us about
that picture is beyond the picture, the depth of humanity "which we
cannot show you." It is at the level of the heart that we must identify
with the human beings sco distant from our lives. The mother's empty
breasts, the gaping mouth, the bony child "can bear no likeness® +o the
fattened, fed and cared for physical presences of ROt Americans.,

Bill Hinman's turn of wit in two modest and charming untitled poems
lead to the harsher, deeper, and more vulnerable voice of John Carter
in "The Thin Man's Winter Gall." (Put Hinman and Carter side by side
and you'll see why John is so grudging.) Carter's technical gifts, his
wit, and his motions disguise a deeper talent which we must hope is
lLrrepressible. -

Even at this writing new editions of "The Nickelodeon® are selling
like magic in the BEnglish office: and readers have reason to expect that
the flow of poems from old and new sources will continue, as diverse,
exhilirating, and changing as the sands of Corsons Inlet. In addition
€o. being a lot of fun, "The MNickelodeon" could indeed be making literary
history.

Emily Wilson, gratefully
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+HE SONG COF SEMBLANCE OR THE SEMBLANCE OF 2, SONG

1 wake in my simulated morning and stretch
slow motion in the cgelatin atmosphere (vawn)
gelatin, ves, agar-agar this, the brown
medium of my growth (I've really always
wanted to be culturad)

and through the
personal petri dish of my soul, my Lovely
cultured soul, I hear the veice of one
crying in the operating roome Prepare ve
the way to the morgues

BEHOLD , out of
wiliteness, out of autopsy comes the
Anonymous son of gemblance whoss veins
flicker no more with their neon burden
and whose styrofoam brain is now elc ki
manently stymieds

today I will sing semblance,
a variation of myself:

In the beginning was
the surd, and the surd was with semblance,
and of this ommific liason was brought forth
time, lLlibido, and all manner of delties,
worlds, creatures and their progeny, all
loudly glorifying semblance, eteo.

and after

evolution and eventually, the surd was made
flesh, although expresslv not fieshyv; the
surd was born of man's woe, woman who caid
Be 1t unto me according to the surd, which
it was

but I was singing semblance, not surds,
although they oo have their semblanceg:
O agar, O my soul, O me-oh-my, O Whitman, why?
I sing semblances cof why, I sing

semblances of
song, semblances of life, semblances of birth,
semblances ¢f death, semblances, more semblances
of love and hate, semblances of sempbliances,
semblances of semblances of semblances, semblances
Oof nothing, nothing ventured, nothing gained:

I

behold the spectacle of surdians (among them savants,

organists, retirees, waitresses, businessmen, and a
handful of sooth-and surdsayers)

I behold them the
citizens of Uni-~earth (shortened colioguially to
Uneaxth), the disposable, Ffreezedried planet, who
spend their time ialliating chelr aerosol passions
and perversions (the various and sundry fLforms of
plutonic and neoplutonic love) .



The more
industrious of these have attained the status of
Executlive and Junioy Executive Bacteria in the
bowels of a computer where they assist in the
computerized peristalsis of sewmblance:
the cizcuits
are singing categories, categories of semblance:
someone has dug up new strata of what could be
the semblance of an unknown civilization or even
a civilization of unknown semblance: proceed to
classifvy
soxrt out the evidence, the bones from the
bowls, the 5,253 year-old laver from the 5,107
year-old layer: the crucial differentiation: sor:
out.
the anthroids from the guestionables, the vascular
ixrom the nonvascular, the simple-minded Ffrom the hopeless,
the wounded from the dead, the alcoholics from the social
drinkers, the bovs from the men, the blue collar from the
white collar, the white laundrxy from the colored, the
general from the specific, the meat from the vegetables
(each has a designated drawer in the refrigerator)
when in
doubt or boredom cone can always turn to categories or
crossword puzzles, or listen to one's eyveballs creaking in
unison, left to right, creaking hard, cracking there upon
semblance: vou will notice the resemblance of the
human brain to the design of defoliated trees,
both
having the general construction of cauliflower, flowers
of the caul: I walk through fields in a straw hat, where
rows of cauliflowers nestle next to each other thinking
photosynthegis, the practical philosophy of how to deal
with sunlight: I see
cauiiflowers elsewhere in easychairs,
nestling in thelir homes beside their plastic potted palms,
smoking profusely while watching surdball games on the
televigsion:

the crpwd in attendance howls from the agcreen,

a majestic rendition of the Star-Spangled Surd, .an
impressive tautology in four=parc atonality fTor rhythmicallw-
fiushed toilets, people, 3 surd synthesizers, foghorns,
atomic noisemakers, toy tyvpewriter and telephone.

Homeone
wroce semblance on the sidewalk and ran away quickly: the
square is now occupied by a yogi contemplating the scribbled
semblance, smiling enigmatically while many people pass
around him wondering if this scribble passes for £xzuth,
forsooth, a semblance of truth is all T want, and put it

in a paper bag to go- don't ask me how the cat got in
there.



Walking back with my grocery bag, back to where

ny petri dish is being kept warm, I see the germs rolling
in the gutteyr, screaming guttural goldangits. I join them,
for a while, and am carvied awav with the dizzy lot on
down the gutter, squirming, singing in a semblance of
solidaritys

G, thou germane gutter

L now must leave thee.

(semblance of an ending)

Betay Leach



T HE NICRELODEON

No., 10 Editors A, R. Amnmons
March 7, 1975 Unplug vr Nickel WEU

- ----

e = e =T R

Biking into the Wind

IRTSH
v To A, R, Ammons
IT writing .
or anything wmaking Despite y@u? opalescent squareblue glasses,
love Your assextive wave of the glistening green,
gets like Give up the bottle Alee, the suekling teat
biking That the tongue longs along the outer nodules.
into the wind ' |
for long Black on biack, hair upon the mouth,
| The lower 1lip a pink thrust of anger,
5 , | Blacks on browns, and blacks on blacks
Admittedly ‘! With a white neck, despite the poless
youx legs benefit, | _
S OU Communism may or may not be
balance is Bettexr than a drunken Irishman,
chalienged What’s a capitalist to say?
a o>21ll ya a Kennedy halve for a Yeats.
spring
jacket | Floner the great.
gives Pete Bonnette
you
sail | Before the Pain
{(with _
Sowne TwWo souls
ang}_@) ch{mimg &Y, thie dark
Foxr hope.
3 . We laugh, tallk, and travel
it is, however, hard To ageless zeniths
when she blows head But when we roturn
on vouy fgmaﬁ-ﬂ ROt ive T the darkness of what 18
almost meets its mateh And not what we wish to bgeo
(especially if vour erank's bad We crack
too wmich play Spilling the tears of our souls
saps . Inte still another
You ablest _ Unwanted E’E’&litya
pumping) ' Horace Crump
4 Scatitering Returns
what was freedom becones
function: it is getting some in a word the world is
where you thrust for fverything zolled up as
home Crocus, jonquil, tulip,
initially Fm§p1@9 yellow, red bloom,
settling for anything Points back in toward how just
when Flower all singles ou?
stiffness sets in (in) a life Assimilation so,
you ¢an bulld around always falling short . K. Fogso

fallibiiity makes more sense ox
tave it your way new highwavmang
she's ready: remouht,

Hollie Bauerw
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JTHOUGHTS CONCERNING THE EXASPERATION, DESPAIR, AND HOPE ENGENDERED BY
LHE SEVENTH REVISION OF A SHORT POEM SIXTEEN YEARS OLD, WITH A PLEA FOR HELP,

ADDRESSED TO0 ARCHIE AMMONS, CRAFPTSMAN, POBT, Wake Forest University.

My God, Archie, this is Number Seven!
I had scarcely reached puberty at Number One.

How hard it is! cCut. Clip.
Ingert. Connect. Craftsman, you mest be
Trained for surgery. Do YOu

Accept small fees? Listen to my

Poem, please. (Catch the two~stroke
Beat.)

Craftsman

What I like in

Wood and stone,
fhere's no thin skins
Nor are they prone
To verbalize

Or tyrannize

In anv wise

When to my will

L bend them,

But what I rue

In womankind,
There's no true views
Noxr do I find

The easy tear,

The stricken stare
Lese hard to bear
When from my heart
L send them.

The first stanza, Archie, T once thought passable:
It’s only the next that's bothered ms.

fou’'ll see in a flash the trouble's simply

That incoherence must pull up its socks.

(Oh it's tough stuffing gocsedown in a coin purse. )
Or maybe it's just I don't know well

How to handle things I don't believe.

(I don't believe in bending things

Or breaking them even. I just do it.)

Maybe like the poem the Poet needs revigion--

A little sinew here, a little warmth, some heart,
Mind, some know-how. (Insert. Connect. )

Maybe by the eighth or ninth I°'1l]l make it.
One thihg keeps me going's the notion

That back in "a coriher of my shady garden
Like a silver egg in tall grass

Is the right word, the end of +he road,

The answer not exactly hiding just nestling



Low as 1f it knew that not being found
Would shelter its dreamy incandescence.
Maybe someday after earnest SUrgery—-
No more cosmetic work: down to

Bone maybe deeper-wlﬂll'ggglthat second
Stanza, hit it right on the head,
Clobber its preciocity.

Maybe you'd say "Throw out that stan-

22, boy; vou ever succeed vou're finished.®
Maybe not. You've succeeded

And you're not finished,

There's certainly a problem, Archie. There's certainly
An egg, too, though sometimes T think

The goose that laid it won't have his down

Stuffed in my purse. We all have egys

L guess, some I'm afraid like those tiny
Capsules laid in the skin of the female

Implanted to frustrate conception, a sort of
Timed release affair to keep life from
Happening. O Boy Archie

L sure won't use my egg that way

If I can beat the power mower to it

There, in the tall grass, in the garden. I°'11
Lmplant it you can bet vour life but deeper than
Skin! I'1ll point the o0ld nose slkyward

Open everything up and swallow it

Raw. I might not even wait to

Crack the shell.

Laee Potter

February, 1975
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LRSS wing
WEnT tendoy
@f a auddon

J@ﬁ%aﬁy leanness,

We salf

ot the pozch
A mild winter
.Ej b:!‘.f-'k-ﬁ-ir

From an Album

raved

nouse locked to the JrOINS

chit ldren

Yrom the second floor
free white sailing wing
2 curtaim

teyving to carry the house

SR Y o

rosms by

On Trving not to

letis

2o
ey

keep 1% tensso

you heay
puil up the slaek

with argueents
L can make you
jealous
doubtful .
should we
separate?

I can make yon
one nell
of a scens
anything

SOV's Dot To ey
taken for granted,

fsabel Zuber

LOme O sSee pe

Aecent
It snells of oniocns
wet shoes and hs
thiat
The wasps flv im

all summer, can't find
wnal they want to eat
and die on the floor,

2
fada
B

1

Tou've not been here

for so long youtll

find me changed,

L wear a shawl in
RVET i ’%5 CUE B

é BEtimes

. < ’ Gy 8
EERUS TO D2 Tasned,

4...!-- -‘...1;.-— S __'._-l_._ e
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I see branches at all angles
lame nubgs acquainted intimately
with ice
they hide together
and name me
my talk is all forests
the peaks of the sugargum
the central lirbs contorted
fragnents
iike pinnacles smoothing
inte horizon
they have an easy
solitude
I ean never push beyond

Doug Abrams

The Universe Devours its Young

The slightest cell takes apart
waste frow staple, rips the whole
core in the process until remnants align
and rigidity
gets a separate law downg the xule
i8 identity, destruction, renaming:
RO gsystem leaves
decay in peace, any option
closes out stasiss
stalk or aveoid,
PIay or pray on,

gravels emerges where sediment

geeds animated wain,

boundaries shift a@Gﬂfdlﬂﬁ tO
the basic contexty so skin for a

cytologist is mythg one must

Editors 4. R. Ammons

five penes itch WEU

Faney Dyeaning

So I went willingly

Never sensing the hill's height

Nor dread holding court,

Loxding over all its lonely sumaitry.

There needs a climbing sver time
To reach open-season on temerity,
70 handle knowingly

Available amnnihilation.

I gave to the sceptered gun

A moment'’s being and saw

in sights it ecancelled out,

Each long-shot, a hit or missing
Shadowed cast of possibilkty,

Naturally I missed the ehance
To seize the night.

I walked the sentence of return
Unfirxed by regret,

What lasts out dream

Is <the dark waking nows
How all this being so

Scares the hell into me.

Doyle Fogso

images pass
guickly by doors
Ralf openned.

begin with identity, a king-on-the-hill icgic, Formulations

onge thrown rolls to the foot,

Grass 1s tattered, waver @ounter@
the rebalance af’wwlghta gettles in

on equilibriumg
coxn indulged

to excess scarcoely waits to be

harmony isn’t lost, plant
drank diffused broth, a

and dreams
3ink back
in fuzzy
eider down.

Tasteds Sam Petro

ravaged creation,; the cozm =gails by -
the universe eats, but that dossn®t
matter, we're just passing through

Doug Abrams
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Sound

I love,

more than No-Good
Boyo loves dreaming fish
in rise and falling bay,
to anchor in your 1ilte
LG waves :

Beams for You

ftae N I CHEEBEL ODE O N
& Editoxr: A, R. Anmons
Springs § s WFU
_fanickel) ) i _
A Recoxd
Stand up

Noting their lengths and weights

I counted the light

Girdegs brought

in suppozt of

Substantial fog

On the road

My lady came,

None of them, nox their SURS ;
Egual to hew giaﬂﬂeq

Figst

iHo Broadus Jones
So that we may see youxr face,

Your map."

The son pulled, patient, and
Irzradicable

At his elbow,

Ho Broadus Jones
Walked upward,

The rxestless eye of

A black xobed gale.

A dozen hands "
Ientatively touched at
Him, steady and brown
Ag?inst grey and white,

Stubborn,

Ho, Broadus Jones

Moved obn _

Alone, up the lectern
And turned, both hands

Your bivd®s head testing sounds, movements, On the pine,

E r&eognazed vou with a shoeelk
As 1if seeing Monet's RAGPLE@

Black and white against the day, T

Hadn®t thought to find you
Sitting across from me

In that day’s snow fields,
O any,

So we began:

With Rosses Point,
Drumcliff Church,

Blind Rafferty.

All three by Kendall Reid

Laud thh Nickelodeon

Load the nickelodeon
blake it play

Make it pay

Te Deum

laudamus

Lord have mercy on usSe-
and Archie

Elizabeth Phillips

To the people

But,

The President stood ready, hovering
Above and over and behind

With the ribbon,

The crowd settled ip

Wait,

The medal on,

H. Broadus Jones
Turned

And said, softly

Over the loud spesker,

*Step down?®

Beth Hammond
A bland poem

with a powerful line

O TWe

Clatalel TR
that one is mot
chasing Milton
blindly
flailing device
besides
who has
that
kind of time
these davys?
Rellie Bauerw
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Nopples

the siringing specisum knows Dntitied

iight in context: waves iimiT

shore as well as the beach when I was fouxteen

binds flow,

the speech of watey changes
dimensions: rock Ffoam

to drought ebb -

this last month busity rains seeped
ovexr wmost obstacles here,

out Stone Mountain due scuth
bears its aridity,

ganning out:

I can imagine relative

calm, rays pull thewmselves apart -
the joints rattie like old wmen
carrying canes, hold residue of
body intact;

IT

some forms of light stay centered

from birth, legitimate oy otherwise, but
the long lines wmove as upon

vertical rungs, in tine can undermine

the whole process: though after the

vears 1T woendey if it remenbers

the scurce or causea;

dying stars flash with more interest,
coming hard to conclude, fiushed,

pooped out, weary ag a June bug that flies
itself to insanity or death on & SETTLNG ~
and othex stars, swollen like ticks

t1ll intestines pour up theix Jaws

hose a spray of sudden light:

1%

take conception for instance, hl@f&fﬁn) i@
inevitable, cells shift alignment, -

egalitarian genetics (wixing gametes for

brain watter) can't resolve the ineguality-

feet down, head up, the syumetry completes itself
but if fingernail transfey

accepts diversity, pecking order, the point is
already wmade

iv

the space where thought ends and act

dominates wobbles on time, the distant markings
unravel,; junctions sitrain like cheese cloih,
obscuring image at only the gf@af@%ﬁ clarity

-

oug Abrass

On & nice dav

In bey bright kitchen
I cavght oy mother
beside herself.

She stood there with a
Long Distance voiee

in hey hand until

L couldn®t see hey face,
crunpled and torn

Into gaplng

Pieces

Of helplessness.

She felt for wme

And held me

Until we rocked

With long, big iderks.

Fdith's mother was dead
And Bdith had forgotten
To be my mother.

Beth Hanmond

One Thing and Another

It iz one

thing to know
ohe thing and
anotherxr thing to

know another thing.

A .

R, Anmpmons
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Being and Not |
(a small fable)
Onee long ago
when the earth was rounder than it is today T Remember
and spun like a mazble in the best pocket of time,
therxe lived two small creatures of existence-

one was named Being, the other was Wot, being little

And one fine spring morning . and sitting on

wiien the sun was shining p

and the breeze was cool | & cxreek sized bridge

and everything was just about as real as it had ever been, across a creel
Being and Not sat down together as friends |

on & piece of green clover eating crackers
and began to talk, and telling my
And they talked as friends often do . #

about this self T was havw
and that | ing a picnic

and nothing in particular;
and as the dew melted

and thelir conversation came to an end Grant Me Deliverance
they decided to divide up all the ams and ises of the world

and go on along their separate ways. , she

They took turns choosing | talks

and each one picked the things he wanted most, like
Being got the trees a

the clouds | ' cup

the birxds of

the wind; : hard

he got color “ peas

and soeng poured
and the simpler portions of imagination: on

ne got rivers and mountains a

and light from the moong porcelain
and he was happy. floox

But no happier than Not
wno also got all the things he'd ever wanted,

For he got unicorns Double Haiku Love, Soxt Of
anhd dragons *

and all the elves and trolls and pixies, whome he loveds Awkward pauses filled

he got the very highest, faxthest, deepest portions with awkward poses: T Jjust
of imagination: can't handle love at

he got wishes and dreams :

and ghosts first

and magic.,.

And before long evervthing that ever was sight,

belonged to Being |

or to Not- | My feelings are breiled
except for one last thing. lobstexr tails but my words
It was a small thing, & C O
but 1t was something they both wanted, out liver and beets.

So they decided to flip a coin-

leads it went to Being,

tails it went to Not.

It came up heads? Poens by Clint MeCown
And here we are, .
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Sun Stone

There is no more
to be seen

than meets the eye

though eyes can see
so little
they are met by,

The light your black
gravity
nolds in still form

dances green and
violet
in weightless storm,

the distant sun
even now g
vour distant home.

a

THR NICKRLODEON

a pentacie of penes

Headstrong into fog,
raising the ante-
cedent risks racing

the axterial course:;
dipping under for
breathing space
cresting in brilliant
indistinctions

sighting ghosts becoming
coming and going
transmigrations near
tc handg

(by my hand)

B

transgression of precaution

quickening the blood,

Planting

On Good Friday

there were haloces
circling the feet
of wandering Jewg
legend overcome
by sighting

radix luminous:
NG more is due

to undo the curse
misspoken, holy
nase blasphemed
by holy names
earth received, gave
place and lodging.
Centuries’ wound
this day redeemed.

Poems by EiﬁhAEdIMEBridb

Bd: A. R, Ammons

WR

Today®s fire blankets
the top log front

angd rear; light anéd heat,
flame!s envelope,
bulging, about to seal
the top must leave

a ragged edge to burm
burning the center out:
heat radiates

against the grain

of necessary draft.

Atoneaent

Who's to pay for smashing ay
toy California parking meter
(sixty minutes of ticking for
one nickle) windows broken,
red flay showing violation?

Willful damage (the hammer®s
the clue). The cost: things
cost the way the world is now
and ever has been waging labeor
without end, consequence of
pledges made and broken (cost
for this) I judge in texms of
youxr resources, one dollar.

Pay what is owed to the order
of things: give what it asks,
it cannot ask for more and can
be bought, wmade your toy; break
it, ingQuire within for motive,
cogt’'s hiddem intentionality:

Not restitution but remedy, so
to make whole again the rupture
in being father and son, which
cost is infinite and unitary,
both pay the one price: so let
there be recess, remedial time
uniike any other time (nmot the
world’s counting time), Take
your own time %o pay and mine.



The Dead Lake < Eeviﬁi'md

X cuuld ha\m eried when I stood on the edg@ , .

Of the lake agaim;. ,, o
And maybe T will in somé moment

When I am completely alone,

When the world is thrown back into the calil g

OCf low ﬁutumng - %,
When the lapse of each present season is' shoveled

Into split second pictures which bjur dixection g
And solidify with each mw sleepn ._ ' 2
Tt was 2ll too fast, .

Like words coming out beneath eyes that did not seem to match them,
The lake was fﬂ;i@é mth the murk of winter, 5

Of winters that eama thundexring in on black, webbed talons

Beneath eyas that sﬁamd cut of 2t inm the baeﬁmat@r reeds .

They saild things ef passingg o

They spoke forthcomings, Concentration
They unttered nothing, o

I threw rocks at them; wien you are xeally skiing,
I <hrew s’@iekgﬂ, Yyou . S‘EOP tmnking about the fall.

I threw pitiful @bj@ctﬁ that bounced away, when you arxe fﬂﬂ-l? riding
I gave what I had t6 hold the dam Below you aren't worrxying about the stall,

Instead of d&mm.ng the stream sbove, when you are really serewing

I stood midway, : you don’t hear the husband in the hall,
Conscious of unconsciousness, ’ when you are really wondering,

Woxding out my restitutions, - Then you’re nowhere at all,
Continually prostrating all propositions d

On restorationg - Sam Petro

But the dead lake did not MOVE o v
And T know wwh@ut seeing that it s%ﬂ,l docs not move.

The jungle grows: from the hm.mﬁhea downwazd,

From th2 edoes zwwavd U
with eves and lips lﬁw Still Being
To pull me closexr; _ '
Bven back again; until ’ Thexa wh@ﬁ within is absent need,
in laughtex dead; A presence full of wanting so,
It shall swallow even me. ' » Heed how hight yields wholiy,
| . ‘ Filling into day its easing register of rxue,
Ms Pate A’ grace, mot balance, a poise about,
the German ﬁhﬁphﬁﬁ‘ﬂ curled on Composition piac@s this and that
the snow in the Holding as it were auch bounds .
shadow of a bush, raises his
head when I tap a window, Centainment is iz.nitediy desirable:
and I release my breath For instance always has its way

288 I see his in the late moonlight Toward blocking ocut assertion.

John Yorl ;Dniy displacing silepce gToews
Ail axticulation as it is,

3 Composure moves with stillness
Sensing whatever stays unstayings
I <o not mean by this
The death I do not know
But very ilikely there’s a likeness there.

6 D, R. Fosse
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The Poatry Professor's Closing Remarks

I pow hesrd & trampling over my hoad,
and sumebody calling throush the hols
vith & loud wodcs im the Euglish jongue,
I thare be any body below lat them
SUSEK .

culiiverte Travels

SHCRTEI W Daam Tt v o pt i trmeeiee  NILAGE o Uaws

Fall off a few iimes to see it won't kill wou,

3

{ drew broad lines with chelk held lensthwise
B3 SYEFryOne oan 68 the sryow

epGending 1o the sowes, t0 the bower
and bed, aroscod by a2 symuetrical

descent, another asrvow, this the fall

ou% ol bed into hackiiug trouble:

the bell: the viming, soyway, iz fuss ﬁ ‘
parfett, it's lunch time and %ﬁ@ Livetsmpding:aky

48 blus except for thres metallic puints’
and thelr lush exheusts axpernding in white

Pivngs W partiel then Lotel arasure;
he ays would make thosge aves onmpe fuil aircle:

bagy from luneh T thumb » ﬂaﬁi«:&iﬂ

Geographic, some upon Mlshel Siffrs,




down & hundved-foot shaft in Midnight Cave "
Jexas, sweeping gueno of vanished bats: - -

he sleeps in a blue nvion tent, he sayvs,
to keep the vesiness off him: well, say I,

&.

nigh time to lower the shoulder, let L1y,
ehip the old blook, hemmer all econvietion

 ©0 einders: start inconspiousus-like -
at the four corners, wen to floor and seilings

— %

~how nice and haandy for emergencies
i heve this ten-pound sledge: to step

one , aﬁiﬁg from the heels as Tribble Hsll falls
about my office, and I stop back in:

get o bald eagle to lend hisz Salons
and give me a 1if% out of everywhereo

L've been: or a ghoat of the mesr extinetd.
dirigible to loft me whewrs £% yesds:s

focd, fuvel, divine ae commodations:
lo, the eagle slow rioating? the long ablong

balilmmg lighter than air, larger than ﬁf@:
borne up Lfor a sky dlve, the offiee —

 drope off, plummats to the mearest @xit,
t0 the surface, tc the starting line

e

-

‘of the Yadkin River Raft Rece: joinm im
everyons, it%s the preper levity




that mattors: get in tha awim: mhing
- unginkehie i2 eligible:

L mepan, inflatable sofos will do,
raglibable uposn four-pistars, oF one

of those portable eommndes I've seen
arend will do Jjust fine: with wherowithall

From rurpage saied, Goodwill, the ‘Be.amia'ﬁ; Ghuyrsh ,
it seems wa're housed for the oceasion,

properly draessed, amd headed in the right
Girectlion: listen for the sterisy s gmumne

vang: wa're off: time Tor an invocation:
(mow, students, we may bezin: go hack %o

- whore we started, put 1t together, meke
it stick: the answer is in the guestion:

elass dismissed): O proud paraphermaliam?
tae ups and downz of lolling bouyansy
4 y

our mothers lsave uvas: their old wash ha&:ﬁaaa
a porcelain tuh sinks, a trunk, one guy

i3 doing fine cn a maple dresser: i
ite mirror apla&haa Light: anothexr®s ous

undsr: a U-Haul trailer iz holding
its owm, trailing far uwpriver to

& dry wash that meny timss hed éav@d
ios Angeles, meanvhiles desert lizard

presarve %o a boy of Pive: the plase where
once ne walked too far and saw grey capvag



- hung o2 poles: a atripped mattress: enud ey
magazine covers and & coffessus: |

7

brush, comb, a pair of rUet-pitied seimsora:
@ autcracker, brass like hig grepdfatherig:

stared $till he thought he hesyrd someone conmings
rau in vhe white sand, sneakers sguesiing:

and later he wanted to know: the pain?
the water over all those things, clothes, megazines?

5 ' ‘s
‘ - H

at sixieen, Colorado: the prospects
of an abandoned silver migs: BTEWLBDEaCE

up & siippery chute: how lomng? ten minutes,
maybe: for shards, a horge shos: novhing ¢ speak of:

pushing thirty, my luck's improved: ot least
1'w in the race, the offise holding up,

water-line steedy at the winiow sill:
fancy mysell s safe kindly Noab

satislfiecd with his zdrift flotillas
20t A w_aaal wide enough for riot,

or vrim enough for rage, pure amd simple:
& OnCe-~-1n-f-lifetime view af delugs?

(etudents, I am tempted %o Toconvens)
in wearying rain two wesks ago fell

Sileoan Bridge mw- just ahead of us:
three cars went over before enyome kmew: °




. for & second wheels spuniintithe silekness,
the cars areed in contact still with prior

©

intention: I'm & New Yorker, uzed %o
tad traific: Hesar Mountaln %o Sheepshead Rays

 sun on the Palissdes: at the Battery
I sat at the bow gaffing for unseen

debrie: a log struck, knocked the motor up:
teamkers: we had no lights: thenm, under way,
. !

e Verrazano, impossible loopse
0f iight with nothing slwung from them,

even years labers 1tz ecasier now, -
i with the rubble on a makeshift raflb:

cast-o0ff in his office,tihernowt hurhldid
magtar of his trades plugs lesks, pumna ssepage:

8¢ the portentous moment j.é not these 5 )
but everythlng we owned aplayed on the ground

of & sotton factory, somswhere in the Sounth:
when I was eight the U-Hapl just gave sus:
seven times coant to soast, mo piece )
looked whole or in reach of recognition:

7

| diéiadg@dﬁ woppling: strange ghildren lcbbing stones:
Shough somehow there was encugh %o sguubble

over by the tlme they apli%é X sorted

the pletures 2o one wanted tw file them




" gway: what I need, of e@%}rm, i3 8 map
of Hoxrth Caxoliina: does the Yadikin

fiow into lake Lire? 12435
a shekxy, wviry flier saved from war

to figure in the Bsby Bsom, relaxed
in the Blue Ridge, his mission sccomplished:

it one snapshod in mind: an arny rafbs
als cbvious expactations: his wife

letting her hand go into cold consast
with the water, impoess pattera,

caergence {rom a orux, forn slzckening
in ite own waks, riddled spase, spacicusness

motioning, the ey opened to the limit:
et e iupoesible iz known for cortein:

g

join the neyy end ses the world! begin
ouwr tour in Ankara, Turkey: every '

spring the mowtains filing flood on the eitye
when I was there it was snnounced on

o,

the radio at thres in the mornimg: 0.X,
4 you have & radio sund are awake

at three in the morning: by noon, houssholds
lay piecemsal in the sun to dry: the day

. bofors I left, Iutfi bzought a copyer bowl,
not beautiful, but ample in what it held:




. that nighi, heag;a packed, I thraw it in the river:
upright, riding 1ight dowariver, out of sight:

{in conclusion, students, for vowr final
examination: step up, get oud, hop in,

veke atdek: be it mardie collacition, stacksad
terds, felt penmants from the 48 states:

1 keld you vesponsible: emjoy vour
vacavion: I%11 be here when you get back),

"2
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o BEditox: A. R, fimmong
S elizabeth phillips Wiy i
Coronation: A Barogue Tribute

To Flizabeth Phillips

Imagine the sceme: A Tiepolo ceiling
fiorrent with clouds of buff and Arzcadian blue,

Tee communion of saints, looking oddly like a
Departzental meeting, sit on their cunslus

Pillows, dressed im the colours of colleges . -
They endured: their rohes are a mannexrist dream,
Their faces, fiushed with claret and beatitude,

Show the degrees of divine tenure, Suitably

Beagded, the new Jehovah (by some Shorterx

Calied, though thought by manv ¢o be taller than most)
Beams, and his double=knits olow with reflected light,
in the riddle, flicking ash from celestial

Cigarette, she¢ sits, amazed to be in a place

She never bel¥eved in, but enjoying herself.

Her robes are pf guies and azure, gold and bilack,
Carter, gaunt Greco in rubicund SOMPANY ,

Does awful reverence, and round the starsy threne
Finches and swallows in Jjubilant zapture skim,

Plump putti -- six small mustached Mosses -- desdend,
Their chubby arms faint with tiie weight of the crown,
Which, buttezfingexly, they drop: it fleats, stately
AS poetry, down to the silvered head, there rests

At a rxakish angle, She lavghs, and, twinkling,
“"Thanks ,” intones, "L do deserve it, don't LW

All angel-academe agrees she does,

Edward Lﬁhb

o

The Idea of Ordex
AT Spxuce Pime

O you gray grammarians,

Why de you cough in your fur-lined sieaves?
Attend her gusty cachimmnations: |

Irn pumpkin corduroy she will sass LOngLaoGs .

The schedule, mailboxes, cinderbiock,

The Harxbraece chart -- we grabble in Qridse
Through the dominion of rectangles

She traces tipsy arabesq ues.

In Reynolday vnder the plastic ferns,

Pivmp cats sncoze on orlon shags

Through the pine weoods deep in the mountains,
Blue foxes dance all night long,.

John Carter



THE NICKELODEON
: Edﬂ ﬁa Ra ﬁm@nﬁ

Your Fame
'Th@y'ann&unced it in the newspapers Progress
vouyr fane

and your name walked through everybody's the holly leaves
evening meal reach into
While X wondered whagt it would mean ol
to me | wind spun off
so I came to ask. ' the stairwell
But found you already cold, . compass the calm

b om Dt Y | eye and
Congratulations, I said, you're looking fine. settle down

. ¢ one flight lower

But you seemed to have misplaced my name in -
youg faie 3. Doug Abrams
NO woxd, ' '

How absurxd to reneﬂber the beer we dzank
in the good old days

last Saturday nights

not & nod.

How odd all the cards letters flowers showers of praise
and you

with so many friends:
so it ends,

Maybe 1°11l see you later, I said. |,

After while, crocodile

cry these tears over beerxs

Life's a game

gives you fame

gends you frierds

then it ends:

so it ends, 2
BEvelyn West

I cherished the compassed ; reflection as an end,

are between two points, there all seems to merge but doesn®t,
life and axt forming alternate mirrors, here all does but seems not o,
brittle earth and distant stars, ' '

a Janusg zac@,'body and eell, I long for a completed are

an event asnd it's memory, (their image but mine also),

the serlpﬁ anﬂ-playa q uotient and*pr@dueﬁg to movement an anchor,

puzchase and coin, dress and mannm%uln " to vessel czyptic voices through
2111 T rezlized I seek a patchwork sea,

PEOCEsS not substance, that points may converge

images swirling against the glass and interchange

taunting my world - and the compass spin

with theirs, on ite axis,

Yet mine is a real David Emnglisis

of distinctness (though not clarity) |
their's security from the posszibility of action,
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. BUsan

$he wore jeans so often
that i remewber most the afternoons of
cilk and nylon. she would stand in ny room
¢ never let tomorrow past the dooxs

“Duld look at the gentle swells below

~o red and white pripts her legs were never

oht until the late Gfterncon iight fell om them,

=n 1'd hold her while jim and buckwheat threw a baseball outgide

7l asked the window what was holding me up.

e, when the sky was a wash of dark wine,
e gpent a night in the high |

Juzp pit, our bodies crushed together |
wetween the edgeless tears of foam rubber:
comghow my hand found an old brown teddy bear
-hat when we wound up, simply sat there.

~is3ing her was discovering she bad

~rused few times before - it was unwrapping
~resents and feeling the glow, touched

oy sagerness; and the hesitancy with
whiich she pleced her hands upon B2« ‘
reunsylvania has her now and i .

try not to wonder about it: now i take pictures
of the sunsets, -

God isn't as easy: poems are harder to write.
when the old music leaves me empty, .

. r2ach te the shelf, wind the beagx BWPo oo

‘t¢ all very simple

s, birchall duin

Irees on the Day Before Spring

¢
1.

the eaxrth moves inte the Long phhlangesf
the stark phalanges that have been

for months bone pyres of the sky,

the sky that was ashen vi@aged'

IX,

it butts its waxing antlers against
the sun, rushing equinoetial: it
relingquishes the austere crosshateh
of sycamore filaments overlapping oak:

Betsy Leach

I txy to pay no attention
to the best:

It seems that

I assimilate more

than I néed
unconsciously,

and the secret

geems to lie in

lazy looking water with
a strong undertow.

Sam Petro

Dismissed

Zven so indelible credulitw
Comes all ocut

in the wash,

Slated surrenders to attacks of
Cleanliness,

BErasure blanking

Credo; empire commandeered,
Thought to be

In exile where

Oblivion is all
Headquartexed now

Magisterial hit-man rubs out
Chalked assurances
Gone ghosts

Felt sweep swipes thus,
firming again

Black opacity,

The polished dressing down.
Mo intonation '
Lingers out lament

A% detonating rainbows
Smithereened .,

Flat black

Vacuity resumes

Lts abnegating eccupationg
Lecture done forx

Lunch Degun, Do, FossSo




